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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Aftermath of the Jubilee still going strong. Went 
with ‘‘ Her Majesty’s faithful Commons "’ to be * received’’ by that 
gracious lady at Buckingham Palace. Soon evident that someone 
had blundered. The Speaker, Harcourt, Balfour, and I got there 
all right ; most of the others didn’t. 


OFFICIALLY ARRANGED, 


Commoner, Commoner, where have you been ? 

Up to the Palace to cee the Queen. 

Commoner, Commoner, what did ycu there / 

Got hustled and hidden away on a stair. 

What when, at last, the reception began ? 

Off, to be in it, we scuttled and ran. 

And did you do homage to Majesty fair ? 

The thing was all over before we got there ! 
However, Her Most Gracious, with characteristic thoughtfulness, 
has “ put it right’ by inviting the members, with their wives and 
one daughter each (nobody else’s wife or daughter will do), to a 
special garden party. Vivat Regina. Helped to marshal, and get off 
without a hitch the ceremony of “seeirg the Queen” by 10,000 
children in Green Park. Saw the yachts off at Dover for their race 
to Heligoland for the Kaiser’s Jubilee Oup; helped to open the 
Royal Agricultural Society’s Exhibition at Manchester; hada look 
in at the Miniaturists’ Exhibition (at Grafton Gallery) and the 
Printera’ and Stationers’ Exhibition; accompanied the Colonial 
Premiers to Normanhurst (Lord Brassey's place)’; attended the 
Royal Command night at Ghe opera by Royal Command; and passed 
the rest of the night getting home through a maze of illumina- 
tions, and after visiting bonfires all over the country. 


Thursday.—Attended four-hundredth anniversary of Cabot at 
Pristol, and helped Lord Dufferin to lay the foundation-stone of 
memorial tower. Attended State evening party at Buckingham 
Palace in my best pinafore (we had sandwiches and negus). 

Friday.—Rushed down to Windsor and helped Her Most 
Gracious inspect 5,000 children in the Park, also I don’t know how 
many firemen. Then back to accompany the Prince and Princess 
of Wales and the foreign princes, ambassadors, and envoys to 
lunch with the Lord Mayor. Afterwards hurried over to Heligo- 
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land, and saw Mr. Wyndham Cook's yaw! F’reda win the Emperor's 


Jubilee Cup. THE YAWL BY THE SEA. 


We've all been on the Jubilee burst, 
And nobody thought of blenching it, 

And, having acquired a Jubilee thirst, 
Took various means for quenching it. 

And some took beer or wine to sup 
(The pas to wine the wiser gave), 

But Cook—he took the “ Jubilee Cup” 
The enterprising Kaiser gave ! 

Saturday.—Mostly at the Naval Review. Magnificent, of course, 
but those who saw don’t want telling, and those who didn't couldn't 
realise it, 80 I shall say no more. Dined—beg pardon—banquetted 
at Lansdowne House—also at Gloucester Snish-tienten at 
Newcastle-on-Tyne (where delighted to hear Mr. Cowen once more 
—a breezy whiff of tne old times), and finished up at the Grosvenor 
House ball. 

Monday.—Saw the visit of Her Most Gracious to Kensington 
properly carried through, then down to Manchester with the Duke 
of York to give the Agricultural Show a visit, then back to the 
Garden ae at Buckingham Palace. Lunched at Lord Rose. 
bery’s with the Colonial Premiers, then to the Duchess of Aber 
corn’s reception, also to Sir Henry Irving's at the Lyceum. 


Tuesday.—Down to Windsor again. This time to help Her 
Most Gracious review 3,700 Cadet Volunteers of the Public 
Schools in the Green Park. Dined with the Canadians at their 
Dominion Day banquet at Hotel Cecil. And now, after all these 
busy times Jubilee holiday-making, think I shall take a holiday. 


A BREATHER, 
This Jubilee bas been a maze 
Of endless jaunts and holidays; 
With yacht and "bus and train and drag 
It’s been a most exciting fag ; 
And, in the rush of all the fun, 
Our meals were scanty, vast, or none ; 
So I shall take me—far away— 
From holidays to holiday 
And by the 2-15 train shall flee 
To rest me by the restless sea. 

Tue Sporren, 
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A Beerless Feast. 


O 
ilee feast to the poor.— Vide Press. | 


Tue Rampant TEETOTALLER SPEAKS :— 


TerTorat friends, arise in might, 
All other matters sink, 
In solid phalanx come and fight 
Against the demon Drink ; 
O let it be your fixed intent 
To make it plain and clear 
That pauper throats were never meant 
To swill disgusting beer! 
O come, ye tilters at the vat, 
In countless myriads swarm ! 
Misguided folk are saying that 
One glass can do no harm ; 
This heresy must never pass, 
Such infamy we'll stop— 
The feasters shall not have one glass, 
Nor yet one single drop ! 


We mean to “rule the roast ’’—and boiled, 


And ‘twill not be our fault 


If thirsty paupers’ lips are soiled 
With poison made from malt ; 
There's ginger pop and lemonade, 


And if these chance to fail, 

Why, let the feasters’ hearts be made 
Right glad by Adam's ale! 

What right have we to thus efface 
Beer from the poor man's meal ? 

No right at all, save that you'll trace 
In bigotry and zeal ! 

With cheque of figures six or seven 
Did we provide the cheer ? 

No, but a little check we've given 
To lovers of good beer! 





wing to the action of the teetotallers, beer had no place in the 
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The Good Old Flag. 


(A great quantity of the Jubilee flags were made in Germany,; 
they are mere travesties of the genuine article. | 


THERE'S @ flag that you and I 
Will be proud of till we die, 
’Tis the flag that lights the sailor on his track ; 
Oh, we feel a thrill of pride 
When we see it streaming wide, 
Ever glorious, and victorious Union Jack ! 


| But it flabbergasts us quite 

When this story they recite, 

That the British flag, that ensign of the free, 
The old flag that rules the foam— 
Somehow can’t be made at home, 

But must be shipped in bales from Germanee 


We were full of rage and scorn 
When we heard the hateful yarn, 
And we doubted for the moment if ’twas true ; 
And though, as you’ll agree, 
Our good flag has colours three, 
Englishmen themselves are looking simply ‘‘ blue.'’ 


Oh, that fine flag of our nation 
Is a specious imitation, 
The laughing-stock and sport of everybody ; 
With its crosses too absurd, 
And its colours smeared and blurred, 
And its texture cheap and nasty German shoddy ! 





Now, a flag so incorrect 

How can any man respect ? 

How can England keep the seas with such a banner ? 
Let us burn these German rags, 
And have once more English fiags, 

Made and woven in the good old English manner! 
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Queen of Queens. 


Victoria is Queen of Spades, 

Witness her fields and cattle, 
Broad-fronted beasts and sunny glader, 
Medals for which she does battle, 

An excellent Queen of Spades. 


Victoria is Queen of Clubs, 
Is the not favourite toast ? 
Army and Navy, Arts, Badminton, 
Carlton, 
Alike of their Sovereign boast, 
She is the Queen of all our Clubs. 


Victoria is Queen of Diamonds 

If we work, with jewels measure 
Her sixty years’ good reign. 

Trust and titled prove our treasure 
Without flaw, a Queen of Diamonds. 


Victoria is Queen of Hearts 
In this her glorious temple, 
Loved and honoured by her people, 
They will cherish till she departs 
Still reigning Queen of Hearts. 


A Funny Fact. 


CHILDREN sometimes say very funny 
things. A little boy asked his elder 
sister :— 

** Does horses lay eggs ? ”’ 

‘** No,” was the reply. 

Is it possible that the youngstercould 
have heard of a “‘ mare’s nest '’? 








The Naval Review. 
By Our Specrat CoMMISSIONER. 


THE next time you commission me to report all about the “ big 
guns ’’’ connected with such an affair as the Naval Review, don’t do 
it. What I went through—or rather, what I didn’t go through, for 
the crowd was simply impassable—was enough to draw tiers from 
the guns themselves. 

I am writing this seated ina Portsmouth bed; the only wonder 
is that Iam not writing it in Bedlam, for I am nearly out of my 
mind. I am bruised and battered almost beyond recognition ; 
even my own wife didn’t krow me when I arrived home in a 
staggering state, from pure exhaustion. But, unfortunately, her 
mother did, and asked me, in that potent voice of hers, ‘‘ Where 
have you been, you disgraceful wreTCH?”’ I wouldn’t answer her ; 
I couldn’t answer her; I was speechless with—er—indignation. 


As you are aware, Sir, you refused to defray the cost of a tender 
for me; and thus, paradoxical as it may sound, added to my 
freight. You literally turned me adrift; told me to mingle freely 
with the craft, and keep my eyes and sars open; and, as a comse- 
quence, owing to a mis(s)underssanding with a young lady 
and her swain, one of my eyes was soon completely closed. 
This was an eye-opener—more paradox!—as to what I might 
expect from a subsequently storm-drenched crowd, so I made up 
my mind to go ashore; but the craft had made up its mind that I 
shouldn’t, and firmly wedged me in. This moved me—only I 
couldn’t move—to voluble remonstrance; and, as a crowning 
insult, someone blocked my hat. 1 heard guns booming, and the 
roar that heralded the approach of tns Alberta, but I could see 
nothing, save a very seedy coat, to which my untortunate face was 
glued. It was an awful and irritating position; the smell 
emanating from the seedy coat tickled my nose, but there wasn't 
room to sneeze! I couldn't kick, for two people were using my feet 
as “elevators”; in fact, I could do nothing but swear and pray 
inwardly, and this I did, but it grew monotonous after a time. I 
felt that I was suffocating; the pressure was frightful (I’ve had 
years of training for the Press, but not for such a press as that !), and 
the seedy coat aforementioned was not “all violets’; it had an 
ancient fish-like odour, with a powerful dash of mouldiness and 
stale tobacco; but it was impossible to move my nose an eighth of 
an inch away from it. 


“What! 
Mac.—“ Yes, I bad a seat all right, but nowhere to put it.” 








RETROSPECTION. 


Didn't you bave a seat for the Jubilee, Mac?”’ 


Then there was deafening cheering. 


individual, with misguided enthusiasm, ag ay unprotected 
bald head with a very knobby umbrella. Then I believe I fainted 
away; but there was no danger of falling; there wasn’t room to 
fall. The next thing I remember was finding myself ashore, hatless 
and one-eyed, amongst a crowd, and being buffeted here and there ; 
finally, I was buffeted into a buffet, and there I stayed until my 
reason returned in, so to say, fragments. 

(Our Special Commissioner appears to have blended his report of 
the Jubilee Procession with that of the Naval Review at Spithead, 
probably as a consequence of an over indulgence of his propensity 
for a Special Blend.—Ep.} 


Someone, in a delirium of 
loyalty, snatched my bat off and threw it upin the air, and another 
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Mrs. Oliphant. 
Diep June 25rn, 1897. 


Dert weaver of romance, her works exhale 
A pleasing fragrance, sweet and manifold; 

She wrote of others’ lives, but now the tale 
Of her own life is told. 


New Leaves. 


A very handsome children’s book, entitled ‘The Fairies’ 
Favourite: or the Story of Queen Victoria,” written by T. M. 
Ellis, has been published by Ash Partners, Limited. The Cover is 
exceedingly elaborate, both in design end colour, the latter being 
purple and gold upon a silk white base. The ap ce of the 
volume partakes of the antique. The price is one shilling. 


The summer number of the Western Morning News is more than 
usually interesting this year. The “get up” of the production is 
considerably improved, and may ly claim to be still far in 
advance of any other publication of a similar kind published at 2d. 
The frontispiece is a pho phic reproduction of Clovelly, a 


locality replete with natural charms and geographical beauty. 


a nnn 


Saquallers. 


Chicker.—" I hear your wife has got twins, Rearem.”’ 
Rearem (sadly).— You don’t hear it as much as I do!” 
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‘Arriet (romantic),—*" Oh, ’Arry! 
’Arry (prosaic).— Not me! 
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OVERHEARD AT YARMOUTH. 


joy to be rich, an’ ’ave a yot of yer hown, an’ live in it!” 
lin’s wuth o’ misery in one 0’ them small boats oncet! 





That was good enough for me!” 
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Erin go Bragh. 


Let Redmond talk wild if be will : 
Let Dillon his folly display ; 
For what does it matter— 
Their treason to scatter 
I welcome your Highness to-day. 
Let Healy and Sexton dispute, 
And let foo!ish Daly run mad ; 
A fig for a faction, 
It’s no great attraction ! 
Delighted to see you, bedad! 


The Harp may be good in it’s way, 
But not when it’stwanged by aclown ! 
It’s tone I would soften, 
I herr it too often, 
But don't see enough of the Crown. 
You are care age’ her wemaner my dears: 
I am loyal, whatever they say, 
And ready to aid you— 
I hope to persuade you 
To come again often, and stay. 


Why not have a residence here? 
I am told I've a charm of my own— 
My loughbs and my fountains, 
My verdure-clad mountains, 
For much that is woeful atone. 
And then I've a heart made for love, 
A humour that’s piquant and sad, 
A mirth that’s contagious, 
A temper courageous, 
The tongue of a courtier, bedad ! 
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Let people say what they will, 

I’m loyal as & country can be 
That’s worried by traitors 
And paid-agitators 

Who say that they represent me. 

Be my St. Patrick then, do ! 

Come over here yearly and + tay— 
Lift the clouds that now shade me— 
Your presence will aid me 

To frighten the reptiles away. 


I bave fought for the Crown in my time, 
And my soldiers can equal the best— 
In battle delighting, 
They long to be fighting, 
For Irishmen never can rest. 
I have fought for the Crown in my time, 
And am ready to shield it to-day— 
You bave tried me before, 
I am true at the core, 
Whatever my members may say. 


Let O'Brien talk wild if he will, 8 


Let O'Connor his folly display 
For what does it matter 
Their treason to scatter, 
1 welcome your Highness to-day. 
Let Party with Party dispute, 
Let — fight mid themselves for a 
fad— 
A fig for a faction ! 
It’s no great attraction— 
Delighted to see you—Bedad ! 


Afflicted ! 


WHEN beggars limp to me, and groan, 
And plead for help in whining tone, 
Or Jones asks for a little loan— 

I’m deaf! 


When my wife’s mother greets my sight, 
As I roll home in sorry plight, 
And says, ‘‘ Where have you been to- 
night?” 
I’m dumb! 


When I’m in church, and bag or plate, 
The sidesman, solemn and sedate, 
Holds ’neath my nose, and long does 
wait— 
I’m blind ! 


When my wife, in this summer heat, 

Asks me to swelter down the street, 

To purchase groceries and meat— 
I’m lame! 








Half-and-Half. 


Shopman (to Mrs. Murphy).—* You 
Want some conveyance for your chil- 
dren, madam? A mail-cart, I pre- 
sume?” 

Mrs. Murphy.—“ Well, sorr, Oi want a 
sort of half male, an’ balf faymale, cart. 
Yez see, it’s twins Oi've got; an’ wan’s 
& boy an’ the other's a girl! ” 
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(kor Cartoon Verses see page 4.) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 17.—‘HE MAKES HIS BOW.” 


TeLemacuus opened his eyes in wild surprise as he felt my 
chastising band fall heavily on his cheek. 

But there is a limit to all things, and my patience was all but 
exbausted. That my son, and pride of the Winklepufis, should 
make game of his sire’s misfortunes was past ail endurance, and I 
felt my action was justifiable. 

He looked at 
me ruefully for 
a few moments 
with his hand 
to his cheek, 
and then said— 

‘*Took here, 
governor, stop 
it! Why don’t 
you hit one 
vour own size ? 
I’ll tell mother, 
just you see if 
I don’t.” 

“You can 
tell the whole 
world if you 
like, my sop, 
and you can 
tv also tell them 
that Jeremiah 
Winklepuff is, 
in future, 
master of Mel- 
pomene Villa. 
The Declara- 
tion of Inde- 
pendence, so 
long delayed, at 
ae is an accomplished fact. So let all disturbers of my freedom 

eware.”’ 


Telemachus seemed to catch the awful look on my face, and 
retired abashed. He told me afterwards that I looked like a Sioux 
Indian vindicating the rights of the “ Wigwam.” I thought it 
rather an apt simile, till I discovered that the Sioux Indians are 
usually heavily tatooed, and his remark was meant as a satire on 
my scratched face. However, he had bowed to the inevitable, and 
my heart exulted at the victory as I strode to the window to 
conceal my emotion. 


A man was p grees. in the street outside. He stopped as he saw 
my figure and looked up. I started back, but it was too late; 
Boftles (for it was he) had seen me. I watched him, with a sort of 
fascination, walk a few yards, as if meditating, and then come 
slowly back to my door and knock a modest single knock. 

‘‘ ll open the door,” I said, as Ermyntrude rushed up. 

‘No fear,” she replied ; “ it’s my young man, the baker’s boy.”’ 

‘* Obey,"’ I said sternly, pointing to the basement. She shrivelled, 
and went off grumbling, with bated breath. 

Victory No. 2! 

I swung the door open, and faced my despicable foe. 

‘ Well, sir, and what do you want?” I said loftily. 


‘ Hilloa, Puffy! Got the eae this morning ?’’ he returned, 
trying to get past me into the house, but I compelled him to 
retreat. 


“This is @ nice way to treat an old pal,” he said. “It ain't 
friendly, Puffy, to say the least. Come over the way and have a 
tiddiley.”’ 

“Tempter, avaunt! J want neither your friendship nor your 
tiddileys. What do you want?" 

‘Well, you've asked me, Puffy; always remember that. I 
shouldn't have had the cheek to spring it on you myself. 
(Should'nt bave had the cheek! Bah!) The fact is,"’ he continued, 
“* Baby’ wants me to take her down to Richmond to-morrow, 
and as I look a bit shabby, and you've got a nice new suit, I 
thought perhaps you'd oblige an old pal by swopping, just for the 
day, you know. e’ll change now if its convenient."’ 

Of all the coolest pieces of impertinence I've ever heard. Why 
I'd rather go back to my “ Buffalo Bill suit,’ as Erm yntrude calls 
it, than don the attire of that rag-bag. ’ 





“ THREW HERSELF INTO MY PROTECTING ARMS.” 











Myfanger rose“to spurning point. 

‘“‘ Mr. Boftles,’’ I said sternly, ‘‘ go to—to—Houndsditch,” and 
slammed the door in his face. 

I returned to Telemachus in a thoughtful mood, for I had spoken 
to him hastily, and almost regretted it when I thought of Amelia. 


The words spoken to my son would have to be carried out to the 

bitter end in her case also, and I awaited with considerable trepi- 
dation for her appearance. 
(- Her return marked an epoch in my life, for from that moment J 
reigned absolute and supreme. She announced her arrival with a 
timid double knock at the door, and entered the room with a 
subdued air and a far-away look in her eyes. She had gone out 
with the avowed intention of having a row with the woman at the 
registry office, and she, my Amelia, had been worsted. 

Stern in debate as she was, her wonderful vocabulary had been 
powerless against that skinny Amazon. What chance in a wordy 
wer would any woman have against the female who couid hold in 
check all the turbulent spirits attracted by the influence of a 
registry office ? 

A woman who could tame Amelia in so short a time is worthy of 
my respect and even admiration. (I should like to sympathise with 
her husband, should she be married.) 

‘‘ Jeremiah,” said Amelia, faintly, throwing herself into my pro- 
tecting arms, wLile Telemachus giggled so loudly at the extraor- 
dinary scene that I had to sternly repress him. 

‘Jeremiah! Whata terrible woman! I see now, that even I, 
may have appeared in some way to resemble this awful creature, 
and I will endeavour in future to curb myself with this dreadful 
exhibition constantly before my eyes. You may kiss me, Jeremiah.” 

My heart was too full for words, but I responded to her invita- 
tion. Henceforth, the lady at the Registry Office will be my guide 
to happiness and freedom. 

Her portrait I have procured fora fabulous sum, not to add to 
my Winklepuff Museum, but to place, in enlarged form, in an 
honourable position over the dining-room mantelpiece, as a warn- 
ing to Amelia and a memento of my newly-acquired sovereignty. 

The picture causes great comment amongst our friends, and 
Telemachus increases their curiosity by dubbing it ‘‘ The Peace- 
maker.’’ The face belies the sobriquet, for it is looking down on 
me with malignant eyes as I am penning these last few lines. 
For, gentle and amiable reader, my adventures have come to a 
close, and I must make my bow and settle down. 

Telemachus 
I have quelled. ene Ne. ‘5 
Amelia has ee | 
given an un- PoasiK aterm Ro|@ieniit | 
conditional Bens ney ee | 
surrender. 'e ~ , 
Boffles I have 
cast off for 
ever, and 
Ermyntrude, 
our faithful, 
though blood- 
thirsty domes- 
tic, still lan- 
guishes am- 
ongst the 
beetles. 

At some fu- 
ture date I may 
hope to once 
more embark 
on a fresh 
career of ex. 
citement, tem- 
pered and 
trained by my 
experience. 
pooee things - git 

ave I learnt i Fe 
antag my -_ ST 

rief adven- -— Pe a 
tures. Things 
that will, no 
doubt, be of 
service to me in after years. I have had lessons from both young 
and old, and learnt them well. If my narrative has afforded you, 
courteous reader, with some interesting comparison with your own 
troubles and experiences, then my labours have not been in vain. 
Jeremiah Winklepuff bids you a most affectionate 


FAREWELL. 
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“IT MAKE MY Bow.” 
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Gurus — 
PRACTICAL SOLUTION. 


Mr. Silas Formal.—I would just as soon not know the fellow 
now. He has tried for a sovereign every time I've seen him of late. 
I wish he would go elsewhere.”’ 

Mr. Sensible Fatte.-—‘‘ Just you lend him a sovereign, my boy, 
and he will go elsewhere—sharp!”’ 











Waftings from the Wings. 

MapaMeE OpILon and her company from the Vienna Volkstheatre 
made a big artistic success at Daly’s; we certainly never thought 
that Teutons could be so lively and sprightly. Madame Odilon isa 
great actress—a great comedienne at any rate—of her tragic powers 
we have not yet had time to judge. 

It was a curious thing that she should have chosen an adaptation 
from the Italian in which to make her début in London. Untreu 
is the flimsiest of thin fare, but it is very delicate and amusing, for 
all that. It is said that Madame Odilon can speak English per- 
fectly. In which case we shall not let her go without showing us 
what she can do. GoSSAMER. 


Empire THEATRE.—When the detachments of the Indian and 
Colonial troops began to arrive in London for the Jubilee celebra- 
tions, the directors of the Empire issued to them an invitation to 
visit their theatre, which has been very generally accepted, and the 
contingents from New South Wales, Victoria, West Australia, New 
Zealand, Canada, Rhodesia, Natal, the Gold Coast, Hong- 
Kong, and elsewhere have been well represented at the Empire 
every evening. In their picturesque uniforms they have reflected 
in the auditorium the colour and sentiment of the new patriotic 
ballet, Under One Flag, which is the new feature of the Empire 
programme. The management wish it to be understood that 
their invitation to the Indian and Colonial troops was not con- 
fined to Jubilee week, but extends during the entire stay of these 
troops in London. 


In Sight of St. Paul’s, by Sutton Vane, was reproduced at the 
Princess’s Theatre on the 26th ult. The reception accorded was 
about as warm as that extended upon the previous occasion in 
August last. A very strong company is performing, and the drama 
itself is full of exciting incident. 
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The London solicitors, in the spirit of Jubileeism, convened & 
family party in Chancery Lane last Wednesday evening, when some 
380 of them, with their wives, sisters, cousins, aunts, or sweethearts 
—curiously enough they are not so flinty-hearted as to be unim- 

viene to Venus’ wiles—extended their saltatory antics until 

aylight did appear. In further celebration of the completion of 
the sixtieth year of the Queen's reign, these Gentlemen of the ee 
Robe, and longer fingers, have scraped together some £7,500, an 
dubbed same the “ Victoria Pension Fund,” the income of which 
is to be applied in providing pensions for necessitous members of 
the profession, who have fallen out by the way, and the estimation 
oftheir clients. In Eldon’s days someone wrote something about— 


Papiaiee debts, increasing duns, 
And nothing for the younger sons. 


In the present day it is as much as a large majority of pro- 
fessional men can keep daylight out of their boots, s> narrowed 
have their emoluments and remuneration become ; — and 
intruded upon by unauthorised persons, who flagrantly poach upon 
@ solicitor’s means of earning a living, and defraud the foolish pub- 
lic, the latter subsequently casting the odium upon the much- 
maligned and impoverished professional man. It is a rum world, 
my masters ! 


We have received the following ‘‘enormous letter'’ from some 
discontented denizen of The Orange Free State :— 

* Sir,—I would suggest to your artist a companion picture to your 
last cartoon, in which John Bull is represented as standing ready 
with a birch rod to switch little Paul Kruger, if he does not share 
the franchise with the so-called Uitlander. John Bully is always 
ready to lick those who are smaller than himself; always. It is in 
his nature; he can’t help it; and he glories in his shame.— Vide 
your cartoon. 

‘*The picture I would suggest is this. 

‘John Bully bullying Venezuela, trying to rob him of his apple ; 
Uncle Sam, with his rod, appears on the scene and says, ‘ Stop 
that, you Bully!’ Collapse of John Bully. 

‘“‘ He would rather not fight with those who are of his own size. Oh, 
no! Miserable Egyptians, unfortunate niggers, the farmers of the 
Transvaal, who never had any military training; these he would 
overwhelm with superior numbers. Characteristic of John Bull. 

‘Oh you ignoble, cowardly herd! Boast of your cowardice, and 
reveal it to the world!” 





























Buchanan to Austin. 


(The Poet Laureate’s ‘‘ Victoria,” and Mr. Buchanan's “ Cross 
and Sword,” have alike come in for a share of raillery. } 


Ho, singer of Saxon Alfred, 
With his doughty deeds and bold ! 

Ho, great successor to Alfred the Lesser, 
Who the laureateship did hold! 

Ho, brother o’ mine in the rhyming line! 
Let my arms thy frame enfold. 

While we sympathise with each other's sighs, 
And our tears are together rolled ! 

With a hey, and a ho, 
For the Muses three times three, 

Who fired our brains with the luckless strains 
That we sang for the Jubilee! 


We rose to a great occasion 
Like Roman bards of yore; 

We tuned our rhyme to a theme sublime 
In a way that we thought would score, 

But sneering scribes did jeering jibes 
At our classic songs outpour, 

And taunts malign both at thine and mine, 
And our hearts are very sore! 

With a blank! dash! bank! 
For the Muses three times three : 

And in prose we'll write, when we next indite 
Our views on the Jubilee! 











A Freak of Fame. 


(Tae death of Captain Boycott was recently announced. | 


For doughty deeds performed with zest 
His fatare fame will not be heard, 

Bat he has lefs this strange bequest 
For comiag ages——just a word! 
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Jury 6, 1897. 














Mr. Spooner 
Bridget ? "' 

Bruiget 
that ahe'd loike to be!" 





By THe “ Exrant TEBRIBLE.”’ 


Tue Review is all over. All the 
world has united in its praise. 
The race is, indeed, to the ‘“‘ Fleet.” 


¥ * wr 


The gathering together of our huge 







Pi Oa id \' flotilla has done more for the peace of 


V the world than the Peace Society could 
have managed in a thousand years. 
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Our Colonial visitors must soon be 
off, worseluck. They have inaugurated 
a new era for themselves and for us. 
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“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 78.) 
GOD BPEED. 
TO OUR KINSMEN, ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 


Good-bye, dear boys, we never shall forget you, 
Sad is the thought we ne’er again may meet; 
Many the hearts which ever will regret you, 
Many the hearts to hold your mem'ry sweet, 
Happy the hours that we have been together, 
Sore is the parting, now that you must roam, 
Yet shall the winds—in fair or stormy weather— 
Waft the dear strains to you of ‘‘ Home, Sweet Home.” 


Good-bye, dear boys, the last farewell is spoken, 
Misty the eyes with manly tears unshed, 
Ne’er shall our vows of friendship true be broken, 
Sworn in the land where sleep our mighty dead. 
Well-lovéd sons of our one tender Mother, 
Bone of our bone and breath of our life’s breath, 
Now that at last we’ve met and know each other, 
We'll stand or we'll fall together unto death. 


(Good-bye, dear boys, our love was in our greeting, 
Sadly our love goes with you now we part— 

Yet there's a world of joy in this our meeting, 
Giadness and pride in Mother England’s heart 

Think of her, boys, when trouble may oppress you. 
Think that her arms are open to you wide ; 

Knows that she prays to God to guard and bless you, 
Know that we’re One, though all the seas divids 


He Didn’t Mean That. 


(making a call),—‘Is Miss Emily engag:d 


( “ntha sly look), —"* No, Sorr ; but it’s mesilf is thinkin 


ELSEWHERE, while Johnnie Bull with pride regards 
A reign of sixty years, his bright eye sbines 
With pleasure, as he reads the, Laureate Bard's 


Elsewhere, the Briton thanks hia stars that we 
Possess a State-appointed Israfel. 
Strong-skilled to sing the glorious Jubilve 


But, 


Such soulful sentiment secures no 
A haunting, daunting shade of settled gloom 


For days, for weeks, his digits, thinned by rage, 
Have ‘‘ Odes of Jubilee,” sans number, placed 
Within the hourly-emptied wicker cage 


He moans, ‘I marvel wey the State maintains 
An Austin, since each woman, man, and child 
In all the land must with jubilious strains 


Binks.—“ It's a funny thing, but Gorger always sleeps with his 
mouth wide open.”’ 

Jokle.—* I suppose he’s in hopes that some one will feed him 
when he’s asleep.’’ 


‘“‘ DEAR mother,” cried a little tyke, 


‘Stay here and keep your weather eye 


The Editor’s “Cui Bono?” 


Twice sixty lines. 


So wildly well! 


in the Editor’s sequestered room, 
lace ; 


Enshrouds his face. 
That holds tne ‘‘ waste.” 


Still drive me wild!”’ 


Verses. 
(AFTER WOTSISNAME.) 


‘“’Tis hard, as you must own, 
We've not been fed, and I should like 
To go and find a bone.”’ 


The mother said, ‘‘ My dearest pup, 
Of muzzle you are shorn; 

Some constable will take you up 
As sure as you are born. 


Upon the prowling cats ; 
To treat you nobly by-and-bye 
I’ll go and bunt for rats.” 


But as the famine it did gnaw, 
Pup felt a vacuum, 

And often placed his little paw 
Upon his little “‘ tum.” 


With eager feet he sought the street 
And searched the butchers round, 

And many a tasty scrap of meat 
This clever puppy found. 


Then came a man whose tunic cool 
Was blue without a speck, 

Who promptly caught the little fool 
And tied him by the neck, 


And when the Home it loomed in view 
With feeble howl he cried, 

‘‘ Dear mother, had I minded you 
I should not thus have died.” 
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